THE  WALKYRIE

'Monsieur the President, I know that in Paris you do not go to
Mass, but here I-request you to go every Sunday because the Arabs
are a religious people and they would not understand-----

And the free-thinking President respectfully accompanied the
Catholic Resident to chur,ch.

'The Marshal, mighty ruler/ the natives said to me in Rabat or
Marrakesh as they saw die Chief's car flash by atfullspeed. I thought

so too.

CHAPTER   XVI

THE  WALKYRIE

ON my return from Morocco I found my father about to undergo a
serious operation. For two years he had been suffering from disease
of the prostate gland. A first operation had made it possible for him
to go on living but at a reduced rate and with constant care, which
irritated him. Although the doctors themselves had told him his
general condition was not good and he would do better to wait, he
decided to take the risk and be done with it.

'Dying doesn't frighten me,J he said, 'and living this way is
unbearable/

And so he entered the clinic of the Brothers Saint-Jean de Dieu in
Paris and resigned himself to Fate. On the day before the operation
I went to see him and had a long conversation with him. He seemed
happy and in good spirits.

'Whatever happens now/ he said, 'at the end of my life I have seen
the thing I hoped for more than anything else in die world: the
return of Alsace to France/                                          . . , ,

Aks, from the first day after the operation it was clear that it had
not been successful. He was seized by vomitings, complained ot
fnghtfulsufTering and little by little fell into a lethargy which was the
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